CHAPTER VII

" MAN AGAINST TIME "

"III/E were busy in the market-place,
VV toiling under a burning sun and
a hot, parching wind, and the little burgo-
master was the busiest of us all. He was
squeaking in every corner. Gaspar, his
arms and chest bare, stood vomiting German
oaths, and giving a push here, and a pull
there, and a cuff now and again Our
men worked well; there was talk of money
now, and if a free-lance will work ever,
'tis for the hope of a hard fight with gold
at the end. The burghers were nothing
behind them; there was no hissing me
now, only stem labour, with the first
smiles there had been in Breuthe for many
a day.

" So far weH," I said at last It was
<3rawing towards afternoon. " Give them
a meal, and let them rest."
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